DAWN

IN days of peace, when petrol was not so hard to obtain,
the bay of Miramara was a favourite resort for parties of
pleasure from the capital, and there were few summer
evenings when the terraces and balconies of the restaurant
did not echo with a clatter of plates and happy excited
voices.    The bathing from the deep shelving beach of
grey shingle was as perfect as any bathing can be without
a stretch of level sand, because a low island about a mile
long, the haunt of numerous rabbits and goats, stretched
across the entrance to the bay and acted as a protection
against the northerly wind which at any time through the
jSEgean summer is liable to disturb the dark blue sea more
than is comfortable.   Even better than the bathing were
the crayfish, on the cooking of which in a variety of ways
the proprietor of the inn had established an international
reputation.    As a final attraction, on one of the steep
headlands that bounded the crescent beach on either side
were the ruins of a temple dedicated, some said to Poseidon,
others to Aphrodite.   There were only left a few Doric
columns still sustaining a few blocks of the architrave, but
enough to hallow with an added beauty this time-hallowed
land.    The place was reputed loveliest beneath the moon
or when dawn stained the marble with living rose; but it
was lovelier and shed a rarer influence on the mind in
the midday loneliness when the pavement of the stylobate
spread warm to the sun and the husky lichens crackled to
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